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Bringing Up Father By . George McManus
KtatyfllDt, i" international News BerVhw?
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rocking chair. Please take U to her."
And, surely enough, In the'eosner by,

the rocking chair, was a big bag, tied

O
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BY HOWARD R. GARIS.

When Uncle Wlgglly Lon gears hopped
Into hts hollow stump btjngalow one
day, after having been oit In the woods
looking for sassafras roots, he saw alittle letter on the table.

"The postman must have been here
while I was out," said the bunnyto himself, as he looked throughhis red, white and blue spectacles.- oil,tw Just a moment If you please!mean he twinkled his pink nose andre Jul the letter.

"Why, It's from Nurse Jane, my nice
Miss Fuizy Wuiiy muskrat ladv

exclaimed Mr. Long-ears-
. ,!Wliy

did she write me a letter? Perhapsshe Is going to leave me, and was
afraid to tell me so to my face!"

Unrte Wlgglly was very much sur-
prised, but he read the letter, and thena smile came over his jolly nose.

"It's all right," he said, sort of
Bneaklng to the empty room. "Nurse
Jane had to go over to see Mrs. Bushy-tal- l,

the. squirrel lady, and this note
Sjust tells me that, and also says:"'Jear Uncle Wlgglly Vi'lll you
S1ease hop over to the coop of Mrs.
'Cluck Cluck, the hen lady, and get a
oarxn nag sne nas reaay rpr uier" 'Tours truly,

NURSE JANE.'
"Of course I'll go get the big bag."

mid Uncle Wtggily. "I have nothinglelse to do. I suppose the hag has In It
Wome dish pans, or rerhaps egg beat-wr- s,

that Mrs. Cluck Cluck borrowed of
Nurse Jane, and now she wants to send
rthem back. Charlie and Arabella, her
children, are too busy, so Nurse Jane
laenris me.

"But It's right," went on the
(bunny rabbit. go get the big bag
ml Mrs. Cluck Cluek's coop, and per-
haps on my way there, or on the way
Jiome I may have an adventure."

Well, Uncle Wlgglly did have an ad-

venture, and I'm going to tell you all
bout It.
The rabbit gentleman hopped on and

vn, and soon he came to the coop of
jMrs. Cluck ClueV, the hen lady. He
Omocked on the door, but no one an-
swered, and then Uncle Wlgglly taw a
illttle sign which read: ,

NOBODY HOMfl. WALsi IN.
"Well, It seems that no one Is at

Jinnis anywhere today," thought Uncle
Wlgglly. But he opened the dor ftithe coop, and hopped In, and Ji the
Mahla he saw another little letter. It
Chad his name on.

"My! I'm getting lots of mall today,"
(laughed the bunny. He opened the
ijetter, which wa from Mrs. Cluck
Cluck, and read:

"Dear Uncle Wlgglly I had to hurry
ut, but, as I knew you were coming

1 left this note for you. The 'big hag
for Nurse Jane Is In the corner by the

4. . . . T7 rlr iT-- " J y

r Lv-- , i" s
4 . I - I I V. , II I . .. i r. J ... .1. ....

TEE BIG LITTLE FAMILY Here's
- " ' i"0 .V r i - ;" j

His Hurry-B- ut mere's His Hat?
. . i" "i

i i k rtiCKO T..rr i i - i i --tr ,i n , i i i . 1

WHO'S TO BLAME
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DAILY1 AND CHEER,
Compiled by John Q. Qulnlus, the

Sunshine Man.
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ETHEL LLOYD

Youth at best Is ruthless! but Youth

CHAPTER NO, 175. .

"Cry If You Wsnt To."

(Copyright, 1919, by the McClure News-
paper Syndicate.)

Characteristically ' Estrelda'a first
thought was for herself, for her own
happiness, when she heard from Fred-tile'- s

mother that he had been wounded.
Or, perhaps, It would be more fair to
say that, she thought of herself first,
becaUHe she, Kstrvldo, did not really
love , Freddie, never really had lovt d
him at all. Youth Is ruthless enough
at best; but youth that Is heart free
Is usually cruel. And perhaps this Is
only another version of the "survival
of the fittest." At any rate, for a timV
after Mrs. Mason had told her daughter-i-
n-law that Freddie probably never
would regain the use of his arm,

ctared before her in silence. The
r.ewa had washed the brilliant color
from her cheeks and, Hps,

"Milybe " she said slowly "Maybe
Freddie never will be all rUrht aaaln?"

QMrs. Mason drew a little- - quick
breath. But , (

"Maybe" she , agreed steadily
enough.
iher wi() a pause. Then . i

"He may riot even be well enough to
work," Eatrelda went on. "He may not
even"

"Freddie will work somehow nn
long as he lives," said Freddie's mothor
proudly. What she meant was that she
ki( her son: and that so long as
there was breath In his young body ne
mentally would go forwnrd somehow
no matter how slow the progress or
bow pitiful tne effort, but fcslrdda did
not understand the true meaning of
Mrs. Mason's words or the flue pride
that prompted them, Instead sle
thought to herself

"Well, talk about your tight wads!
Po Freddie's mtther nr.d father are go

wnn a pink string.
"My! that's a very big bag!" said

Uncle Wlgglly as he looked at It. "I
wonder If I an strong enough to lift

However, he took hold of It In his
paws, and, to hts surprise, be loimu
that the bag. though It was very large,
was not at all heavy, and it was filled
witn notning very hard, either.

"1 wonder what's In It?" thought
Uncle Wlgglly "It can't be dlshnans or

Well, when I get It home
to Nurse Jane she'll tell me."

Uncle Wlgglly slung the big bag over
his back and stasted to hop with It to
nis nonnw stump Dungaiow. ha nau
not gone very far before, all of a sud-
den, nut from behind a bush Jumped the
bsd old fox.

"O. ho! Now I have vdu!" cried the
fox. and he began to chase after Uncle
wiggiiy,

"Oh. you haven't got me yot!" said
the bunny. He took a tighter hold of
tho big bag and begun to run. The
fox ran afler him. Faster and faster
ran I'ncle Wlgglly. Faster and faster
ran the fox, until at last he had almost
caught up to the bunny.

And Just then Unlo Wlgglly came
to the end of the path. He couldn't run
any further because the path went right
over the edge of a high rock. And
there were more rocks down below. Un-

cle Wlgglly looked back. On came the
fox. Uncle Wlgglly looked down. Be-
low him were the haYd stones

"It la better to Jump and fall on them
than let the fox get mr souse!" thought
the.burtny. Ho, taking a tight hold of
the big bag, Uncle Wlgglly Jumped.

Down and down he tyent, turning
over and over, and at last he landed tm
the hard rocks. But he fell on the big
bag, Instead of on the stones, aniKthe
bag was so filled with soft stuff that
the bunny wasn't hurt at all.

"Oh, ho! I got away from you: didn't
I. MrT Fox?" cried Uncle Wlgglly, as
he saw Jhe bad chap up on top of the
high rocks. i

"Yes, and It's lucky jyou bad that
big bag with you," snarled the fox.
"What's in It?"

"That bag Is full of hens' feathers!"
cried Nurse Jane, who happened along

then, near where Uncle Wlggllyiuat fallen, "t forgot to tell you," she
said to the bunny, "that the big hag
you were to carry home from Mrs.
Cluck Muck's had soft, fluffy feathers
In to make you a new bed.

TVell, I'm glad It was feathers that
I Ml on Instead of dlshptins," said
Uncle Wlgglly, as he carried the big
bag home for Nurse Jane. Ho every-
thing came out all right, you see. And
If our rat doesn't scratch all the frost-
ing off the chocolate cake for the little
mouse to rlay with at the cheese party,
I'll tell you next about Uncle Wlgglly
and the cherry pie.

PATTERSON.

with? an untouched heart It cruel,

ing to keep him on the Job sick or
well! Can you beat It? And t bet you
with one arm gone they'll tell him he
Isn't worth but 10 a week and then ex-

pect us both to live in it! Maybe thy
expect, my father to take care of us!
Well he won't, that's all. Nobody
asked Freddie Mason to go to War and
get his arm shot off! They ought to be
glad Re didn't got his tool head, shot
off! I suppose his mother and Other
will. 'hero' him for the rest of his life.
There'll be no llvlng'wlth him."
''This was rather contradictory rea-

soning concerning Mr. and Mrs. Ma-
son's affliction for their son, had

but stopped to realise It. How-
ever, she was not In a logical mood.
At last '

"You don't feel repulsed at the
thought of Freddie's Injury, do you
dear?" cuggisted' Mrs Mason- - timidly.
"It's It's a shock to a young wife,
of course, but" her voice trailed off
Into silence. To she was think-
ing: "Why In the world doesn't she
ony something? If she's suffering an I

4imt m ,hiA mnvlie I

0could help her. She doesn't look as
tnougn she had rennsea it as yet. huh

sfce's so qukt ?"
Ai.d to herself bad Just said:
"I know he'll expect to be babied

and waited on morning, noon and night
when he comes bock! And I'll be the
one that will have to do It, too. He's
landed on me that's the long and the
short of It. Ho'll be a burden on me
the rest of our lives! And this Is the
man I married so that he could take
ca of me! A slice mess he'f math) of
it CJ r .

Just then Mrs. Mf.snn revered Mtrel-da'- s

hand quietly with her own.
"Cry dear " she s:ld roftly "cry

don't be ashimcd. Cry If It will make
you feel any better!"

"Oh " sLld Eatrelda roughly "I
don't want to cry!"

are frivolous and empty-heade- d and
vain, !s another airy fantasy. Home
Otsln Momen ire murn vain ti,.n ,.,

(?)beautles ever dreamed of being. Home
beauties have all the dotnoKtlc virtues
while their plain slaters are Idle gad-dor- s.

,
As for the assertion that only one

girl In If) receives more than one offer
of marriage, and that she must onact
tne napless role or little Hally Waters,"slttln' In the sun, wer-- and slgnln'for a young man"-J- usf sitting there,
no matter bow hot the sun Is, until he
comes along and says In lordlv fashion.

iuse, nauy, rise; wipe your ten.rs off
with your i frock"! don't believe it I

word of Its Nnturo has not left her
featurer so defenseless. Any girl who
cares about having more than one offer
of marriage geta them, entirely re-

gardless of whether she la pretty or
I was speaking to a man on!v a few

day ago of a girl we had both known.
rne had not a trace of beauty, and
set had so. many suitors that aha
couwn t count them. She was an Island,
completely surrounded by men. I said:

"Hne was so attractive, and yet not
In the least pretty."

"Kxaotly," he replied, "She stands
out In my memory as no other glrrbnsever done. ? couldn't have told you
even, at the time what she Wore; but
she was so dainty, and she had such a
lot of 'pfP' and was so enttrtalnlng and
sympathetic that you couldn't help
adoring ner. p;ven when she turned
you down you wanted to keep on belnf
friends with her."

Attraction is a matter of personality.
and personality Is something that

anoearanc. A nteauintr itnr. m.
pity Is a sol-- t of tradition or delightful
qruanties, aim u cnarms and attracts
quite Independently of the outer cover-
ing.

WHAT SHE ASKED.
ft happened at an art erhlblt attended

Iw the members of the smart get. Young
an amateur, lounging about

the room, came upon several young
Women looking at one of bis own ef-

forts, and one, gating at the picture
with evident admiration suddenly ex-
claimed: ,

"If I only knew the artist who did
this!"

Young Wltkerton, with great delight,
stepped forward.,, "I .am the artist,
said he.' ,

The young womsn turned upon him

phe said. "in that case you will bejiblto rell me the name of the dressmaker

-- c,u, i -1

MLXUP Try

i

WE'LL TAKE the boy.

AND HI8 friend the dog.

WHO IS four years old.

AND THE letter he wrote.

AND WHAT r wrote.

AND WITH Mr. Nellan.

WE'U. PUT them alL
..

IN A conjurers hat.
, '

AND W"E'!L,wave a wand.
i

AND FROM out of the hat.

A MORAL will come.
e

AND THE moral- Is.

THAT THE world Is full.

OF BUSY men, ,
'

LIKE THIS Nellan man.- ,

WHO ARE always ready.
TO BTOP their work.

AND TO lend a hand.

Tb GOOD llttla Wya.
OR GOtlD big boys.

' o.
AN! GOOD little dogs.

' '
l r,T'wQ'v -i--i tlf n

JOE'S CAR Joe, That's an Awful
Will II III II II ' ' - i

Raw One to Put Over On a Friend!

rTBov, ed! awe her I' : Sjg.-j- V fjus' a second . iet me "' ' . r,5fE-E6'V-,- T v1
feu; snmy turns m' (r l n ,! I" . nol,t

- rut' old. HltSCif U
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Neptune and the sun rule strong
for good today, according to aatrolog
Jupiter Is slightly adverse. ,

It Is a day supposed tojrtvo elei
vision and calm Judgmentfjnd shou
be especially Javbrsble to diplomats ai

There is, Idgn most promising fi
all who deal In oil, butter, paints at
mineral waters. All these will Srit
great profit In the next few month
the seers declare.
, During tt) configuration all wl
have power to dispense favors are su
posed tolbo more easily approached thi
at other times' It Is an auspicious swi
under which to seek political prefe
meni or uiiu-ih- i appointment.

Cong.-es- a continues under a planetai
u n niAiMug nr contention, grave dll

4C1VMV-.CK- wi oouuun ana serious clashbetween statesmen, --

Tho stirs that are believed to li
treats resourcefulness, keenness alt

nave strong Influencethis time.
The rule is not a fortunate one fTllderei anil - , 1 . . . .

Ancient lore found this a lucky sw
".ii.ii 10 nire men, since it makfor loyalty, industry and efficiency.There are flgns .for next-mont- thare exceedingly threatening. The coi

junction of Mara with Jupiter is rei
srawe uanger or war

ntmrtel-- nn.,' a ..ktl. ,v.
Junction of Mars with Neptune is he!
i.f M..TuaDy serious religious troublin France and Italy.rersons whose blr hdate It Is ba-
the augury of success or. promotionrusinem. They should, not run ar
lion nn.i riSKS.
.t;,1,,illT.nJbo'',2'0"
. ... ,n,!' 5? " INm.,u nnun, 1110 gljJotsf of Io are usually inclined towaj
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Mrs; Wilson Woodrow's Artide
BY MRS. WILSON WOOOROW,

The world-famou- s writer on vital subjects.

Mi '' jgsT V 1 ' ssHtB MM I I
111 i. S jiJi' 1 ' V KB mm I I II I . . l . A.

vil ' .Zl, VET WHO IS ntne-year-
s old. . i WILL scatter Joy. II .1 1 ISI M IVIflTTlRTlT

BY K.CO.

I went to ice a motion, picture hlch
bad another title, hut might very 'welt
nave oeen cauea "tne 1'latn Uirl vs
ine une.

Before the nic.tures were shown
brief sermon was flashed on the screen
to the effect that men are alwavs lured
by girls who "paint and powder and
wear suggestive clothes," and the bold
assertion was made that not one girlIn 1(1 ever has more than one chance to
marry. The pictures which followed
unfolded a,VVry based on these conten-- 1
tions. 'Screen dogmatism and morality and
manners and ethics are In a class bythemselves. They are bevond me, but
I am grateful to them; they tickle mysense of humor so much that they have
enlivened many an otherwise dull pic-ture for nr

In this photoplay tho idea presentedto the mind as of a large standingarmy of plain girls, each patiently wait-
ing for some man to come along and
ask her to share his lot; while an equal-l- y

large army of pretty girls had noth-
ing to do but pick the plums from
the malrlmonial tree.

But do facts benr out this assump-tion? I summoned before my mind s
eye the hoets of the married and thehosts nf the unmarried of nbmit thesame ages, and I was forced to the con- -
elusion that if the palm were to b
awarded for beauty it would hihe to goto the unmarried.

It would almost fm ai If bv some
law of compensation the plain

' sisters
merry easily and well, while the beau- -
mui ana cnarming ones have a little
way of either going through the woods

nu puling up a crooked stick at thelast or else they don't pittk up anvstick at all. .Some of il... u.n..i ...a
stupidest women any of us knolr are

. married; some of the prettiest and most
winning remain single.

What is the greatest factor In love
nu iiuTie, anyway? n , comprisedin one long worn propinquity. Theresult depends entirely on i,,.u 'mi. -

young man and a young woman arethrown together. Thackerav knew what
h? .wa. ,alklnf llbout Rld
that, given fair opportunities anvwoman could marry any man , oi..,a.

Of course Is stands to reason thatmen are going to be attracted by a
pretty girl, but being attracted Is 'one
thing and marrying Is another We
have all known more than one prettv
girl about whom men gathered as bees
about a honey Jar, but having won
their attention she couldn't hold it.
They would cluster around for a few
weeks and then, disillusioned, thev
wouia xau oil 10 matte room .tor anoth-
er hatch. '

And this proposition that all Uie plain

uaekeepera. and all th pretty one,

Dear Mr. K. 0. B. We got the Job
all right, and It was Jus; what you said.

kWe could not get out the first day. be

5
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AS 'IT rolls along.

AND

TO ALL who help.

IN AS great degree. ' .

AS TO those who j,re helped.

I THANK you.

A Line On Men
You Read About

MaJ. Thomas'. Dickson, senior com-
bat chaplain on the American front In
the. world war, arrived In. the United
States recently. He went to France
two " as chaplain of the Sixth

rf1 ' fleJ1 ' artllleryi the
3 " Jl reglitent that fired

f 1- the first shot;. He
wears all the battle
stars of the First
division and served
with nine other di-
visions.

Maj. Dickson lost
three orderlies at
the front. His horse

i was snot from un-
der him five times.

v i rne major was
1 twice ordered oit
a f w . ine oameiieia on
V I ti. account of the dan- -!s' Iter to which he

X A ,.tr J was exposing
self. Although of- -

MJ. Dickson. fered relief three
times, he remained at the front until
the end of the war, and then crossed
the Rhine with the American troops.
He ran a machine gun during the bat-
tle of ..Verdun. He was cited In gen
eral orders for distinguished conduct
In exposing hlmse'f to shell fire while
burying the dead during battle.

MaJ. Dickson has been assigned to
the First field artillery at Fort 8H1,

I will hear what God the Lord, will
speak ; for He will speak peace unto
His people, and to His saints. Psa.
lxxxv, S. ,

Dread backsliding, scorn dissembling,
Now salvation's near In view;

Work It out with fear and trembling, v

'Tis your God that works, in you.

Work out your own salvailon with
fear and trembling; for It is God which
worketh In you both to will and to do
of His good pleasure. Ph!!. !1. 12, 1J.

Your- Call - Uohn xsl, Christ
commissioned Martha to call Mary out
of thecrowd; He wanted to talk with
her nersinnlly and privately. The Son
of God has something He wants to
speak In vour ears onjy: will you come
out of the crowd and go down the
road a little way to meet Him before
you take up the- - work for the ' day?
Do not be afraid if yod have had a
misunderstanding with Wim, you will
find Him standing with outstretched
band saying,.- "Come, tet's reason to-

gether." If you have bjvsn doing some
thing nf which von tjrV ashamed, and
st whl"h yonr cheek orlmpon. you will
hear H1m.sy, "Though your sins be
as srsrleC thevfh'li be as white' as
snow." If you arw ,,

broken-hearte- He
will take you by one hand., place His
other hand upon your shoulder and
earnest'v sav to yiu. "Let nut your
heart be troubled ' ""All things aork
together for good." alio, hear wha H
has to ay.v "Never man spake like this
msn." Take your messase for themorn-Ir-- g

from Him. Remember today: "The
Master Is come and calleth for thee."n. W. Bull.

JDaytoa. Ohio. ' y

AND TIIKY wanted a Job.

WlTlf MR. Nellan,

AND H1H father ald.

, THAT I knew everybody....
ANI THKY aiwaya did.

r.
JUST WHATKVKR I said

ANU I printed the letter,
-

AND' WROTH beneath It,

KOR ROBKRT to take It.
'

TO MR. Nqllivn

AND RoBKUT believed me.

AND DID what I said. N

' iAND HK rot the Job.. .
AND THK beet of It Is.

THAT AIR. Nellan.

DID AI t, t snid.

AND I never wrote blm..

OR ANYTHING.

AND NOW that ll'i doae.

cause we movea, ano it is a long .
on the troltev, and tney won't let nogs
on the trolley, but the nejt day a man
who lives near us and knows my father,
drove tis to Mr. Netian s .studio In his
car and they let us In right away and
I saw Mr, Netian, ana ho satrt, what
salary are you and your dog asking
now, and I said most anything will do,
sud he said, well, you must agree to
feed the dog. and I said, yes, sir, he
eats at home with me.

Then Mr. Nellan said all right, you
are engaged. Then we had our pic-
ture taken and Mr, Nellan botight Ice
cream for me and milk tor, my dog and
then wo went home, and when Mr.
Nelian starts his next picture we are
Toing to be In It.

My father sya t must end my letter
like you do nnd sav I thank you

ROBSKT UAMTSON.
los Anpeles, Oil,

Ir YOr'HF, a regular reader.
v ,

YOU WIT.', remember.

THAT ROHKUT wrote.

AND smi he was nine.

AND HIS dog ua four. I

WW
OR GOOD bt dogs.

AND WHATEVER you start.

THAT MAY In the end.

BRKSOjA lot of Joy.

TO MAN or beast.

WILL b!KVER want
rOR A hUtng band. vsjanoraa. -

0


